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impossible not to love him. He did everything
thoroughly, swearing included, but I never heard him
use a really foul word. The three best outbursts I had
the privilege of listening to were once when Sir
Reginald Gipps, his military secretary, announced his
engagement. The Duke furiously resented any of his
staff getting married. After Gipps, who was well on In
middle age, had broken the news to him there was an
ominous silence. Then the Duke roared at him, with
trimmings, "Paralysis, my dear Gipps, paralysis!
That is what you will come to." (He lived to an ad-
vanced age and had two fine children.)

The second occasion on which the atmosphere
became super-heated was when I was showing the Duke
a new pattern magazine rifie. The ejector was new and
powerful, and the dummy cartridge struck the Duke,
who was leaning over me, on the cheek.

I am afraid he got a black eye. I certainly got both
mine thoroughly well damned.

The third time we were treated to fireworks was
when an attic of the War Office caught fire. Some
fool, instead of letting the wretched old place burn
down, raised an alarm, and a retired sergeant of the
Guards, who rejoiced in the high-sounding name of
"firemaster," turned on the water-hose. As soon as he
heard of the fire the Duke, who was corpulent and gouty
but who was the personification of pluck, insisted oa
climbing up a breakneck corkscrew staircase (known as
Nell Gwynn's staircase, because it led to rooms sup-
posed to have teen occupied by her) to assist in ex-
tinguishing the fire. The sergeant was so astonished